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, This boy was very nice, comparatively. 
!. American, but more or less quiet. He came 
into the shop about noon, with cold in the 
raincoat, though it was a so very nice 
day for that early in the year. When he 
opened the door, one could not see the lake, 
though its glitter was half of the sunlight; 
they came in together—glitter and sun; and 
I I could see my fingerprints on the show case. 
[ I was polishing it. If he had not opened 
| the door, I think I would have missed them.
; But when I saw them, I thought I had better 
J polish before I missed them again. So I 
stayed squatted in position, only turning the 
head.
“Monsieur,” I said. “Good morning. Would 
you be so kind? Hold the door, please. Open. 
Just-a minute. So.” Then I got up. “Thank 
you,” I said. “Thank you very much.” He 
looked at me, as he thought me right away 
r spacious to have done it; but I am only a 
. very nervous man: I wipe the hands on the 
polish rag. Very carefully. A nervous 
, man, me. And the health is more or less 
poor.
I looked at him. He did not look so well 
either. Very pale. But this was because he 
was so blond. If he was not well, he must 
have been well a time before, for he stood 
several heads above myself. So that I did 
not feel a good deal much taller even after 
to have got up from the heels. “Now, mon- 
’ sieur,” I said. I scrutinized him most care- 
| *ully. He looked maybe a little German. But 
very delicately put together and very blue 
under the eyes.
“Vous vendez les horloges,” he said very 
slowly.
“ ‘des,’ monsieur,” I said most politicly. And 
I smiled and touched the fingertips together 
to show that I wish to be polite. Often 
tourists have a way to misunderstand the 
humor. “ ‘des,’ monsieur. There are others 
selling clocks beside myself.” Then I smiled 
some more and whispered: “There is no 
necessary to assassinate the French language, 
monsieur. I am a master of the English.” 
He seemed relieved.
“Would you like the door closed now?” he 
said.
“Yes, if it pleases.” I had, you see, not my 
coat on, but only the shirt and the vest. 
“Thank you.” It took a moment to become 
accustomed to the dark. I went behind the 
counter.
“Now. What sort of clock did monsieur 
wish to have?”
It took him a moment; as he could not de­
cide to say it. “A—buckoo clock,” gripping the 
fingers on the e d g e  of my just-polished 
cabinet. That, I think, was more or less not 
considerate. “Do you know what that is?” 
he said. “I have not the French,” (Americans 
have always ‘not the French.’ That is very 
American, is not? If they have not our 
language, they speak their own with our 
accent. A very innocent people. Very inno­
cent.)
“All tourists buy cuckoo clocks, monsieur,”
I smile. “O r-----you are a student?”
“No,” he said. “I’m sorry. Je regrette.” 
“No, no!” I said. “Switzerland wishes that 
there should be tourists, and that they should 
desire cuckoo clocks. What is your country, 
(Continued on Page 19)
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THE CAT
by DIRCK VAN SICKLE
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The cat clawed violently, upward into the 
dusty sticks of sunlight that shot through 
the black water in the rain barrel.
The cat clawed frantically into the shafts of 
sunlight, trying to lift the rock that held 
it under water.
The cat clawed desperately, trying to lift the 
rock tied to its hind legs off the bottom 
of the rain barrel.
The cat clawed . . .
We were on our way to school. I’m in the 
second grade and can spell and add but I 
can’t write because that isn’t until the third 
and I’m not in the third grade until next year. 
My friend said, look over there, and I did and 
there was a dogfight but he said it wasn’t 
a dogfight and that they were making pup­
pies like Mommy and Daddy. But they 
weren’t. They were fighting because Mommy 
and Daddy don’t make puppies. I said that 
too but he said, your mother and father 
made you like the dogs are making puppies, 
but that wasn’t true because I was bought. 
I told him and he laughed. I was going to 
hit him but I didn’t because Daddy who 
bought me said if I hit people Jesus wouldn’t 
let me into heaven and I would have to 
spend a long time shovelling coal. I saw a 
man shovel coal once but Daddy said it 
wouldn’t be on a train so I didn’t hit.
I went on to school because I am only in 
the second grade and can’t write. I won’t 
have to go to school when I’m in the third 
grade anymore because then I will be able 
to write and add better. Then I will buy 
a real gun and real bullets and go to the 
mountains or maybe even to Africa and hunt 
wild animals for money. Then I can buy a 
house and a Mommy and some children. We 
drew pictures in school and colored them with 
our crayons. First we drew the pictures and 
colored them, then my teacher gave us some 
pictures that were already drawn and we col­
ored those. My picture that I drew was 
mostly round but was as pretty as the one 
that was already drawn because I drew my 
cat. I have a cat (she isn’t really green but I 
just didn’t have a grey color crayon). My 
kitten was bought too because I remember 
when Daddy brought her home. She was 
in a box with cloth and a lot smaller and her
head was more round like in the picture. 
I drew. When my kitten was smaller I 
played with her quite a bit. I would build a 
house for her out of a box but she would 
crawl away. Mommy told me not to kiss 
my kitten but I do anyway when Mommy 
isn’t looking. My kitten licks me on the face 
with her funny raspy tongue and I kiss her 
on her wet nose and run my hand along her 
head and pet her.
I didn’t go home with my friend but by my­
self so I could get there sooner. Leaves 
jumped off trees or were pushed off by other 
leaves and fell, some of them landing on my 
head when I ran home, but I didn’t catch them 
or play in them because I was in a hurry, but 
I ran through the leaves, shuffling my feet in 
them like they were warm big snowflakes. 
I ran because I was in a hurry to ask Mom­
my. I didn’t ask Mommy when I got home 
because I thought she would be mad be­
cause Mommy isn’t a dog and I was bought.
I went into the house and banged the 
screen door so my cat would know I was 
home. I said hello to Mommy and had an 
apple and I put another one under my wind- 
breaker and ran upstairs. I looked for my 
cat but I couldn’t find her upstairs so I 
hopped down the stairs like I was a frog and 
looked for her in the summer kitchen but she 
wasn’t in the summer kitchen or in the old 
clothes bin so I went outside, banging the 
screen door so a ghost couldn’t sneak in the 
house while the door was open, to look around 
the wood pile, the rain barrels, and around the 
spare boards but she wasn’t there and she 
wasn’t in the shed or in the garage or in the 
garden which is all asleep now. I went in the 
front yard and looked in the hedge but she 
wasn’t in there and I went in the front door 
(Continued on Page 22)
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MARY
My reason nearly gone now,
I stop and look at you
And assume the remote, pleasant
Air that will do for talk.
I could tell you
At night my room is filled
With the tree outside the window,
And there is no stillness
Anywhere.
I could tell you
All my friends talk of sex
Drinking scotch neat, and laugh
When I tell them of my
Misadventures.
I could tell you;
But my eyes should 




Beyond this, before that final snow 
I, the noisy celebrant, will go 
To laugh at last.
I turn and see only farewell 
In the debris of us;
A few scattered words, clasped hands, 
An unmade bed with dust 
Echoing our empty laughter.
Sobbing, a little old now,
Molded and webbed by reality 
In my bone dry memory,
I at last shut the door
And walk from that final snow
Without footfall, without echo





By FYODOR DOSTOYEVSKY 
dramatized by 
RAYMON BRUCE
(Lights up. B lind beggar sitting  on steps of 
cathedral. A fter a few  m om ents the  CHORUS 
breaks out of th e  cathedral and m ills across the 
stage to the  ‘s tree t ex it’. As th e  CHORUS 
exits, Ivan  goes th rough  th e ir swell onto the  
stage and over to the  BEGGAR. BEGGAR 
begins to beg w hen the  CHORUS comes out 
of the  C athedral. H e gets nothing.)
IVAN: (to BEGGAR) Have you seen my
brother, Alyosha, pass by, old man?
BEGG: I see no man, yet I know many. He 
did not yet pass.
IVAN: You are here always by the Cath­
edral. I can not see why you choose to 
stay among these people who give you 
nothing.
BEGG: Stay? I do not stay. The blind can 
only wait.
IVAN: Ha! Wait? And wait for what?
BEGG: For light!
(Alyosha en ters from  cathedral door, pauses on 
top step.)
ALYO: So you come through the Autumn
with the morning sun.
IVAN: Alyosha!
ALYO: Ivan! My dear brother! (they em­
brace)
IVAN: Come Alyosha, come away from
sight of the square. It is market-day and 
by time the sun is warm, the people will 
be loud in their petty dealings, (they sit)
ALYO: So! We meet to part.
IVAN: Is not that always the case?
ALYO: And you are quick with the wit to­
day, but today we meet for the express 
purpose of parting. Must you go?
IVAN: A Karamazov must always go. Even 
you, Alyosha, are going. In the way of 
the Church you are going and as a 
Karamazov at that.
ALYO: I feel your meaning but I do not 
understand it, but no matter,
You mean to go North then?
IVAN: Following the trail of Autumn to its 
very roots buried deep within the Win­
ter
Yes, I go!
ALYO: But why must you go? Must I lose 
my true brother?
IVAN: True indeed! By the same father, 
and still one can wonder. Ha! But I 
have just said you are in your way a 
Karamazov.
ALYO: Ah, Ivan. Still, why?
IVAN: Why? Why? Why? Because . . . 
Because of those animals in that 
square. I say animals and yet they 
are worse than just animals' What 
this beast man will do.
ALYO: You must not judge them too 
harshly Ivan.
IVAN: Judge them? But that is just what 
I do not wish to do; judge them. That is 
why I am leaving: to avoid judging them.
ALYO: But you . . .
IVAN: I merely say what I see, not judge.
ALYO: But is not that . . .
IVAN: Judging? Yes, yes, but only be­
cause of the tone in my voice. I know 
that tone is there. I have known it for 
some time now and because of it I must 
leave.
ALYO: But Ivan, you know you can not 
run from a thing like that.
IVAN: I am not running from it, dear Aly­
osha. I know it will go with me, that tone 
echoing and re-echoing within my head,
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my being. That is why I shall go North. 
There the eternal ice clawing back and 
across to tundra forces man to live as an 
animal and to think as an animal. And 
somehow out of that they gain a certain 
dignity and are no longer these beasts 
of the market place.
ALYO: Oh, Ivan, Ivanavitch, how can you
know so much truth, see so much beauty 
in this Autumn, how can you see the 
dignity of all these old buildings you have 
so often described to me. How can you 
understand all this and still be so blind 
about people and God?
IVAN: Blind? Blind is it to see what I 
have seen? Is it blind to see man as he 
really is or as he really become? No, it 
would be blind to deny it. To see it and 
deny it or worse ignore it. That is true 
blindness, blindness for which there is no 
cure. It is there, Alyosha, mistake it 
not. It is there as sure as those buildings 
are there and that market-place and 
Autumn. And our witness of it all is our 
guilt. To deny our witness is to deny our 
guilt and thereby forfeit any right to 
repentence.
ALYO: Still . . .
IVAN: To see a man beat his own horse to 
death. Man believes horses are his to 
make do his work and if they do not 
work they must be punished, punished 
until they do work or until they die. In 
that square, that very square, I saw it 
done to an old horse tied to an overloaded 
cart. The horse was old and small and 
grey. An old man as grizzled as the 
horse was beating him because he could 
not move the cart. The old man slashed 
and slashed at him until his knobby old 
legs shivered from the sheer horror of 
the old man’s anger. And we watched, 
we stood there all of us and watched it 
all until the animal fell to the ground 
quivering all over. This incensed the 
old man to an even higher pitch of anger 
and with new fury he began beating the 
poor frightened animal about his eyes, 
his poor meek little eyes. He beat and 
beat and beat until those gentle tender 
eyes were nothing but a bloody mass. I 
could stand it no longer and I ran across 
to the man, grabbed his whip and lashed 
out at him. He fell with the first blow
and I beat his face until they pulled me 
away.
For a moment we all stood there in sil­
ence, until the horse cried .. . They let go 
of me and we all went away without ex­
changing a word, leaving the old man 
alone in the square with his dying horse. 
This is the animal man! Would that 
I were blind!
ALYO: Stop! Stop! Ivan. Why must you 
torment yourself so? You tell it as 
though you are actually experiencing it 
all again. It is as though it were hap­
pening now, just around the corner in 
the square. I could hear every blow.
IVAN: And you, dear Father, what would 
you have done? You who judge so 
kindly. Should the old man be shot?
ALYO: Yes . . . but . . .
IVAN: It was a quick ‘yes.’ Still the ‘but’ 
was weightier. The ‘yes’ meant you too, 
would have grabbed the whip but what 
does the ‘but’ mean?
ALYO: It means we do not shoot a man 
for killing his own horse. But . . .
IVAN: And still another ‘but’ to complete 
the cycle. For me the ‘but’ means I 
must go to Siberia for what a man will 
do to his own horse is nothing to what 
he will do to his fellow-man.
ALYO: To Siberia and voluntary exile.
IVAN: Yes, yes, I suppose that is it. And, 
if possible, blindness like Oedipus the 
King. Perhaps that is the true penance 
for innocent guilt, for guilt as a witness.
ALYO: Ivan Ivanavitch. What is there for 
me to say in the face of such poetics.
I have not the words to say how, but 
you have described but half a man.
IVAN: Poetry is it? Mere poetry I sup­
pose. But Alyosha, I have written a 
poem. You say I do not know about 
God or Christ. You must hear my poem 
about the Grand Inquisition in Spain.
ALYO: You have written a poem about 
the Inquisition?
IVAN: Yes, yes, but I have written it in 
prose. I do not have the technique of 
poetry. It is a prose-poem I have written.
I have shown it to no one.
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ALYO: I am all attention. I shall be your
first reader.
IVAN: I have not actually written it down
anywhere except in my mind, but I shall 
tell it to you and you shall be my first 
listener. It takes place in Seville, in 
Autumn in Seville. There, in the square 
there are so many trees that Autumn is 
like a moving, living green sky that dies, 
turns red, and yellow, and orange, and 
brown, becomes unstuck and falls in 
little pieces to clutter up the ground, 
leaving its spiny bones to scratch against 
the grey paste of a winter sky. By noon, 
standing around the corner from that 
square you can hear the growing noise 
of the crowd come to watch the spectacle 
of three living human beings tied to 
one towering stake on a platform built 
upon a huge pile of small, fast burning
sticks; two men and a woman tied arm 
to arm around the stake to be burned 
to death. Ha! They have lighted the 
fires for the crowd grows quiet. And oh, 
how silent are those three followers of 
the German heresy. The flames grow 
and grow and the fire becomes a fur­
nace, yet the three remain true to their 
silence. The crackling grows louder and 
louder, drowning out their heretic si­
lence until for one great moment the 
flames flash and dance carrying their 
glory throughout the Spanish city, then 
fall back again to that heap from which 
they sprang, finishing their short season 
leaving behind a smoking smudge and 
finally only a charred structure of 
ashes, a stake and three lives.
But it is over now and the excitement 




When Heaven Fell . . .
when heaven fell his mother laughed and to 
the farthest planet whispered—here is 
home—
incestuous gaea swept her sickled son 
across the throne in screams—uranus, you 
my spouse, my son, my enemy, are through 
the world was made for stronger men, 
who hum
the tune for earth . . . for cyclops souls 
with one
bewildered eye, and one bewildered view—
and then the planets shuddered; night stood 
still
and pulsing, empty echoes filled the 
spheres
with longing and with thoughts that weeping 
gained.
but gaea’s mastered titans ruled until 
another god in heaven, born in tears, 
abolished time, and for the heavens reigned.
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Symphony Number Five
from the new world
I have forgotten years, and lives, and dreams 
Of aeons before my deaths. I have been 
born
In borning worlds of flame, since (talon- 
torn
By crosses, bastard gods and wandering 
beams
Of friar’s phantoms) I was borne on streams 
I knew not where. I have, to spite my 
worn
And ashen clothing, stripped, with rebel 
scorn,
And garished free my thoughts. Or so it 
seems.
New worlds are gasped upon horizons seen 
By every rebel heart. New worlds are 
grasped
In pain by bleeding hands, hate-specked in 
foam.
New worlds are clasped where grief-torn 
hearts had been 
And purchased by forsaken sobs both 
rasped
And still. New worlds mean no more going 




“Hey, look at old Wozzeck.” I was a little 
weary, and had a great deal of trouble trying 
to find out who ordered everyone to look at 
me. It was Long Legs. He was pretty drunk. 
Then I wondered how much I’d had to drink. 
I couldn’t believe the total my mind added 
up, so I counted again. “Man, you’re not with 
it,” he said.
I nodded in agreement. “My mind is a 
fly buzzing around the room looking for 
someplace fine and quiet to land,” I ex­
plained. “Have you got any candy?” I asked. 
“I’m very partial to candy.”
His eyes blazed and he leaped over and 
knelt in front of the chair I’d chosen to nest 
and get drunk in. “I’m Pablo Picasso today,” 
Long Legs said. He sipped his beer. Brush­
ing his bangs back, he expanded into a smile. 
“Look what I’ve got.”
I unrolled a print. It was The Artist’s 
Studio by Pablo Picasso from a private col­
lection. I remember I wondered how private 
a collection was when it was printed and sold 
hither and yon—anyway through Brentrano’s 
I looked at the painting anyway and at him 
staring at me over the top of it. The picture 
kind of fascinated me. He made me nervous.
Long Legs laughed. “He’s not drunk 
enough yet,” he said to Pete. I stopped look- 
ing at him and the Picasso, and inhaled my 
cigarette waiting for my roommate Pete to 
say Bull. I rely a great deal in Pete in these 
matters. “I am — drunk enough,” Long 
Legs said. Then he drank some more beer. 
“I’ve got a thyroid that’s dead. I mean it, 
man, dead.” So he gulped some more beer. 
“The doctor told me to have a happy time. 
So I am. After all, what can you do with 
a dead thyroid?”
I avoided telling him what to do with his 
dead thyroid, and looked at the Artist’s 
Studio again. Looking and waiting for Pete 
to say, “So? You’ve got a dead thyroid. So 
what?” I wanted him to say it so we could
go, but not a word, not a relief; instead he 
watched Long Legs take off his pants. The 
guy had enormously hairy legs.
He had his shirt off. “Living in California 
makes underwear optional,” Long Legs ex­
plained his complete nudity; and poured the 
rest of his quart of beer over himself. “This 
is the life,” he said. “The new bohemia.” 
I’d heard it all before so I looked at the pic­
ture again which was becoming sort of fun 
for me. It had a yellow sky with palm trees 
in it, and wicker furniture like out of a child’s 
nursery. “You,” Long Legs pointed at me; 
and I followed the finger up to his shiny black 
eyes. “Don’t you like seeing me naked?”
I shrugged my shoulders trying to show I 
didn’t care, but he didn’t pay any attention, 
just began to dry himself off with his T- 
shirt. Pete raised himself up on an arm and 
got a can of beer from the dismantled coffin 
which served as a coffee table. Long Legs 
complained about the stickiness. He called 
himself Long Legs because he was rich and 
played Daddy to us. “Christ,” he complained, 
“it’s hot.” I yawned; I was very tired. Feel­
ing that way usually makes everything go to 
hell for me anyway.
“Go to hell,” he laughed. “You’ve got 
sensibility left.” That struck me as funny, so j 
I laughed silently wondering all the time if 
my open mouth showed anything but my 
stupor. Pete wouldn’t look at me. I looked 
around at the others and felt like passing my 
sensibility around, urging them all to take a 
piece. But I wondered if my sensibility had 
not already been passed around—from hand 
to hand.
Long Legs cast the shirt aside. “Nothing 
like a cool shower.” One of the others, more 
drunk than the rest of us, echoed, “Cool— 
cool—cool,” in a cooing voice. And I let my 
mind buzz into the interplayed white and blue 
of shadow and light in The Artist’s Studio.






Tommy climbed gingerly downstairs into 
the small, dim living room. His shirt was 
rumpled and his shoes untied; he walked 
quietly toward the kitchen, running a fragile 
hand through the mat of sandy hair. His 
eyes were still sleep-swollen and his face 
looked older than his nine years. He had 
awakened earlier than usual; he didn’t know 
why, but something had gnawed at him. He 
had tossed in bed all night and slept only 
lightly. I’ll see Mr. Cunningham, he thought, 
as soon as I eat.
Tommy paused a moment at the small wal­
nut table that held the family Bible. It was 
customary for him to stop each morning, 
before walking to the bathroom, and look 
at the huge, elaborately-bound volume. It 
was placed upon the table at an angle and 
opened to the section that listed births, 
deaths, and marriages. Names of his mother’s 
family were scrawled on the thin grey lines 
in several different hands. He ran a finger 
down the list and rested on the only red 
ink entry: Mary Matule, born August 1, 
1889, died April 1, 1948.
She was his grandmother and the only one 
Tommy had known. He tried to recall some­
thing she had done for him before her death, 
five months ago. Big, he thought. She was 
big. I remember how she baked oatmeal 
cookies—used all the pots in the little cup­
board. Then she sat and talked to me while 
they cooked. He thought of the beefy arms 
his grandmother had and the knot of hair 
bundled at the nape of her neck. And he 
imagined the smell of baking cookies.
He patted the open pages of the book and 
turned into the door of the kitchen and
walked straight through to the bathroom. His 
gaze was fixed on the brass handle of the 
door, a big knob that was turning yellow 
where the varnish had worn thin. He still 
lingered dreamily on the smell of his grand­
mother’s cookies.
“Good morning, or don’t you speak now?” 
his mother inquired from the table.
“Oh,” said Tommy, “I was thinking.”
He turned the brass knob and went into the 
bathroom. The door was left slightly ajar, 
but he hadn’t bothered to turn back and close 
it. He could hear his parents discussing 
something in the kitchen, but it filtered 
vaguely through his thoughts and left. 
Grandma, he thought. And Mr. Cunning­
ham. Grandma’s cookies and Mr. Cunning­
ham’s stories.
Mr. Cunningham had come over from the 
old country when he was Tommy’s age and 
had brought all the old customs and feelings 
with him. Tommy had gotten on well with 
him and visited him each morning to hear the 
same stories about the same places. Mr. Cun­
ningham had lived near the sea and grew up 
in a fisherman’s cottage. The roar of the 
ocean on the green boulders surrounded his 
play and hummed him to sleep each night. 
The damp air kept him cool in the summers 
and the Cunningham boys were known for 
their pranks. Once they had tied a cowbell 
on a neighbor’s goat and the neighbor had 
kept the bell, so the Cunningham boys filled 
the neighbor’s mattress with small stones 
to force him into returning the bell.
I’ll bet he was mad, Tommy mused. But 
they did get the bell back. I wonder what it 
was like to throw sticks in the ocean and
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build sailboats and play with them in the 
sand. The sand probably feels good under 
your feet. Especially if there’s water on it.
Tommy squeezed toothpaste onto his brush 
and began to scour his even teeth. He stared 
at his reflection in the mirror and noticed that 
his hair was tangled from the night before. 
He would have to comb it until it was smooth 
and shiny. It had to be done before he went 
across the street to see Mr. Cunningham. 
Tommy wanted to look nice when he went to 
see his friend.
As he stood there staring at the mirror, he 
heard his father’s voice drift in from the 
kitchen. “Alma, we’re going to tell him. It’s 
not right to leave him out.” He wondered 
what they’d have to tell him and thought 
about Grandma’s cookies and her grey hair. 
He scrubbed diligently on a rough towel 
and when he lifted his face, he saw his 
father and mother standing behind him.
Their reflections loomed in the mirror and 
a slanted shaft of sunlight burned a bright 
spot on the silvered face of the mirror. It 
blotted out the tops of his parents’ heads and 
Tommy marveled at the intensity of the light. 
He stood for a moment, gazing, and turned 
around.
“Tommy,” his father began slowly, “Tom- 
my, you can’t go over to Mr. Cunningham’s 
today. Something happened last night.”
He thought he heard his father choke a 
little, but wasn’t sure. He put the towel on 
the edge of the sink and raised his head slow­
ly in an arc until he looked squarely into 
his father’s face.
“What happened? Is anything wrong?”
“Yes, Tommy,” his mother answered re­
assuringly, “Mr. Cunningham is no longer 




Suddenly he felt heavy in his feet and his 
insides were weighted down. He put a hand 
into his pocket and felt the small knife. Mr. 
Cunningham gave it to him a year ago and 
said it was his when he was a small boy. Now 
he’d have to put it away, like he did with the 
little watch Grandma Matule had given him.
“Will there be a wake?” he asked slowly.
“Yes,” his father answered, “An old coun­
try wake.”
“I’d like to go,” Tommy said.
“We’ll see. Now come along and eat your 
breakfast.”
Tommy had a good breakfast and even ate 
two extra pieces of toast. He was usually 
slow about his food, but he felt hungry then 
and ate until he felt a little sick. He pushed 
his chair back after he said goodbye to his 
father, and walked to the cupboard and 
brought the round oatmeal box back and read 
the label on the back. He could read well, 
but had never been able to decipher the word 
‘Niacin.’ Maybe Mother can tell me what 
it means, he thought.
He heard the door close and the car start 
as his father left for work. Then the soft 
steps of his mother approached. He lifted 
the box with both hands and carried it to her. 
“Can you make some oatmeal cookies?” 
“Not today, hon. Maybe tomorrow.”
He dropped the box when he tried to put 
it back in the cupboard and he had to clean 
up the fallen pile of oatmeal with a dust­
pan. His mother helped him and got on her 
knees to push some of the oatmeal onto the 
dustpan. Tommy thought she was pretty, 
but wondered when her. brown hair would 
turn gray like Grandma’s.
“Will we have to go uptown to see Mr. Cun­
ningham?”
“No. He wanted an old country wake at 
home. So, it’ll be there. Are you sure you 
want to go?”
“Yes. He was my friend.”
Tommy spent the day in the garage. The 
door was left open so that his father could 
put the car away with little trouble and 
Tommy often sat in the shade of the door 
and looked across at the double doors that 
led to the street. It was a good place to read 
and think about the sea and sailboats.
A big can of gasoline stood near the work­
bench. Some of it had run down the side 
of the can and mixed with the dust. Little 
streaks of black had coagulated there and 
marred the otherwise smooth surface.
Tommy remembered that Mr. Cunningham 
had told him that matches and gasoline were 
not playthings. He had always been afraid 
of fire and listened carefully. “Fire kills 
things, Tommy,” he had said, “It’s a good 
thing, but people are careless. Now don’t 
play with fire.” He hadn’t. When he re­
called the part about the burning trees, he 
left and went into the house.
As far back as he could remember, the
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family Bible had fascinated him and was won­
derful. The stories in the Old Testament 
were best, he thought, and he liked the one 
about Noah best. Grandma used to tell him 
that it was the best book ever written, and 
he’d listed it as his favorite ever since. May­
be his mother was right. Maybe he ought 
to be a preacher and help old people and tell 
everyone about the flood and the sea.
He ran his finger down the dusty column to 
the red ink insert and then closed the book.
Tommy walked to the window and looked 
at the long string of people filing into Cun­
ningham’s and asked what they were doing 
“Those are mourners that Mrs. Cunningham 
got. That’s what you and I and Daddy are 
going to do tonight.” He felt he couldn’t 
wait and read a book that had pictures of 
ships until his father had returned from 
work.
About eight o’clock, they crossed the street. 
Tommy was dressed in his suit and wore a 
black tie. He had helped shine his own shoes. 
Mr. Cunningham would have liked that.
The front door of the Cunningham house 
had a whirl of black crepe nailed to it; the 
ends hung to the ground and a card was 
pinned to it. Tommy read the card: Sep­
tember 1, 1948. Michael Thomas John Cun­
ningham. Aged 70. RIP. He rang the bell.
Mrs. Cunningham, in a black shawl and 
apron, answered. After a formal greeting, 
Tommy and his parents entered.
Too many people, Tommy thought. They 
probably don’t know that Mr. Cunningham 
used to sail boats in the ocean. He walked 
slowly by the casket and stopped at the foot. 
Mr. Cunningham’s face had turned grey and 
his nose protruded above the satin lining. It 
looked bigger than when he was alive, but 
his hands were the same. He wouldn’t be 
back. He was the same as Grandma.
His mother went into the bedroom where 
the other ladies were talking, and his father 
motioned him to follow to the kitchen. Two 
old women sat at the head of the casket, 
crying. Tommy remembered them coming 
in that afternoon. A candle flared up mom­
entarily, lighting their faces. The wrinkled 
eyes glittered in the motion of the flame. 
Tommy stared for a moment through the 
waving fire and followed his father into the 
kitchen.
The noise in the kitchen was subdued, but 
still loud. Bill, a friend of his father, asked 
him what he wanted to drink: ginger ale 
or coca-cola. He took a small glass of coca- 
cola to be polite and sat on a chair in the 
corner, where he wouldn’t be noticed. He 
stared past the elbows of the men who stood 
before him and let the motion of the crowd 
pass before him. The noise and movement 
rustled in his head.
“Yessir, ’ol Mike was a damn fine fellow. 
A real prince among men,” one of the crowd 
exclaimed. “Born in the old country and 
going back the same way. The Irish can in­
deed be proud of Mike Cunningham.”
Another voice broke in: “A toast to the 
best set of feet that ever walked a beat.” The 
crowd chuckled at the unintentional rhyme. 
“And sure, the best that ever strolled through 
the pearly gates. Mike Cunningham, gentle­
men!”
The noise decreased and glasses clinked. 
Tommy left his chair and walked to the bed­
room. His mother sat on the bed and a crowd 
of women stood around her and Mrs. Cun­
ningham. He saw a few glasses held by them 
a little below his eye-level.
“It’s a fine casket, Mrs. Cunningham,” 
someone said. “With satin like that, you 
can be proud.”
“And those candles are the best I’ve seen 
in many a day.”
“That’s the way Mike wanted it. I hope 
he’s happy.”
Tommy went into the living room and left 
his coca-cola on the sideboard. He went and 
stood by the head of the casket and dropped 
his knife in beside the body. He glanced at 
the two old women. They stopped talking 
and began wailing in low tones. Their faces 
were lit up in the candlelight.
Tommy felt like crying, but held the tears 
back and talked softly to the body: “They’re 
out there drinking. I’ll bet they don’t even 
know you’re gone. I thought you might like 
to have your knife back.”
Then, he made his way past the two old 
women and went out the door.
He opened the garage door and found the 
gasoline can with the old flashlight. He laid 
the light on the workbench and poured a 
small amount of the fluid into an empty gal­
lon can, and wiped the drippings off with his 
handkerchief. He left the garage and closed
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the door carefully. Halfway to the door he 
thought he heard Mr. Cunningham say some­
thing; and he went in.
He found the matches and went to the 
table that held the family Bible and pushed 
it against the curtains. Then, he opened the 
Bible. The gasoline poured easily onto the 
open pages and floor. A small puddle formed
near the red ink entry. Tommy spilled the 
rest of the gas on the curtains and set the 
can on the floor. He struck a match and 
dropped it on the Bible. A sheet of yellow 
flame shot up and illuminated the small room; 
and a cataract of flame fell to the floor.
Then Tommy sat down and tried to recall 




On the scratch sheet 
which is now and here 
I write a note 
to tomorrow from today.
I want to say 
that yea! the new is true, 
ether/pure, 
there is here, 
and would be is!
But when I glance again 
the note reads somehow else 
instead.
It looks like yesterday’s crude scribbling 
is cut into the pad
over last week’s hard-laboring hand, 
And last year’s senseless ruts 
guide the aspirations of today 
that wish to set themselves to flight 
tomorrow 
And there is grounded 
from flight 
all that would be.
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The Cuckoo Clock . ..
(Continued from Page 3)
monsieur?” Though I knew, of course. But 
I had the intention to please him.
He was, I believe, very pleased. Very 
complimented. For he smiled down at the 
cabinet and raised a little on his toes as 
though he might dance. Americans not very 
often stand still. He had rather good teeth. 
But he still held onto my cabinet.
However. He did not answer my question. 
“Perhaps,” he said, “you have not the kind 
of cuckoo c l o c k  I w a n t .  It is for my
mother----- .”
“Ah,” I said. “More or less old.”
“No,” he said. “Comparatively young.” 
“Ah,” I said. “Still, I may have the
clock----- .”
“She lives in one room,” he said. “And she 
has a small dog, very nervous.” He was com­
ing to spoke with such a thick accent, one 
could almost not understand him.
“Ah-----,” I said.
“It will have to be very quiet clock. She
will have to sleep with it there----- .”
“Ah----- ,” I said.
“I have been to three shops already----- .”
I thought for a moment. It is very good 
to think more or less obviously. This inspires 
the confidence. I touched the fingertips to­
gether, this time watching them. Then I re­
garded his fingers on my cabinet. “Do not 
despair, however, monsieur,” I said after 
this thinking. “It is in the cuckoo clock that 
I specialize. What other shops have you 
been to?” He told me, of course, but I shall
not here mention the names. “A h-----,” I
said.
He was silent, standing on one foot and 
wiggling the other at the angle; you know, 
where the foot and the leg.
“Monsieur,” I said. “Switzerland is the 
Mecca of the tourists. There is nothing that 
shall be impossible here. What color did 
your mother desire that the cuckoo should 
be?”
“Color,” he said. He looked a little con­
fused.
“Yes, monsieur. Color.”
“What color is a cuckoo?” he said. That 
too is very like an American.
“Surprisingly, monsieur,” I said, “that has
very little to do with it. I have black and 
green and white, and red and white and yel­
low, azure and rose and white, then ochre and 
bluish-greenish and reddish-brown, wine red
and chartreuse and gold-----.”
“Maybe you could just show me some,” he 
said. I was not at all finished, my stock ex­
ceedingly complete as it is.
“Precisely, monsieur,” I said. “I simply 
determine which ones to show you.”
“A h----- ,” he said. “Well. If I wanted
one that was no color? Just the wood? Just 
carved?”
“Such a cuckoo clock would be out of date, 
monsieur,” I said.
“Ah-h-----,” he said, and it was more or
less pitiful. He looked at his fingers on my 
cabinet, always wiggling the foot at the angle. 
“But I think it is such a clock that I desire.” 
I then smiled. “Your mother is a woman
of taste, monsieur----- .”
And he looked up quickly, he too in smiling. 
“Yes,” he said, “more or less. You have a 
clock like that?”
“But of course, monsieur,” I said. “Switzer­
land is the Mecca of the tourists. Nothing 
is impossible here.” I spoke very softly and 
sweetly. “Now, your mother. Have you any 
idea what she would desire her clock to say?”
“I thought-----maybe just ‘cuckoo’ might
do,” he said, more or less uncertainly.
“A h----- ,” I said. But I felt disappoint­
ment. Such a clock was not the one I had in 
the mind.
“What else do they say?” he asked me. 
“Many,” I said, “play tunes, monsieur. Then 
there is one, of which I was thinking in 
especial. This is a very fine clock for a 
bedroom. An exceedingly fine clock for a 
bedroom. All hand carved. Very rich 
wood. All very nice.” With the hands I make 
motions how the clock was. He watched 
very studiously. This was a more or less 
earnest boy. He watched with great care, 
wiggling the foot . He had a way to suck in 
his cheeks. Finally he brought out his 
glasses.
“You might show me that one,” he said 
“However, monsieur,” I said.
“Ah?” he said.
“Monsieur has not asked what this clock 
says,” I prompt him.
“Does it run?” he said.
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This I thought more or less inconsiderate. 
“Monsieur,” I said.
He put on his glasses, of which there were 
rims like the shell of the turtle. Then he 
studied me, not quite impolite, because of 
the face without expression. But very un­
comfortable. He was a boy very delicate 
indeed. The glasses made more blue the 
beneath his eyes. The cheeks were more or 
less hollow. He looked like consumption. Or 
thin milk. White.
“This especial clock,” I said, “is a very good 
clock for night. A cuckoo clock, yes, mon­
sieur, but with a such difference. Have you 
heard a bird to awaken ever at night, mon­
sieur?”
“What kind of a bird?” he said. This too 
is very like an American.
“An any kind of bird, monsieur,” I said.
He looked down at the wiggling foot. “Yes,” 
he said.
“This especial cuckoo,” I said, “is like the 
bird that awakens at night.”
“How?” he said.
“This especial cuckoo,” I said, “says, mon­
sieur—only ‘cuck.’ ”
“How many times, monsieur?” he said.
“Just once, monsieur,” I said.
“No matter what the hour?” he said.
“But, monsieur,” I said “He comes out 
the number of times correctly.”
“Then why does he not say more cucks, 
monsieur?” he said.
“I think, monsieur,” I said, “that it is that 
he does not sufficiently close the door,”
“Ah-----, he said. “Have you never tried
to fix him, monsieur?”
“Monsieur,” I said. “He is a bedroom 
clock.”
“Irrevocably, monsieur?” he said.
“-----Monsieur, I said. He spoke such bad
English, one could not entirely understand. 
“He is a bedroom clock.”
“Ah,” he said. “I should like to see this 
clock.”
“Then you must come to my bedroom, mon­
sieur,” I said.
Thereupon he took off the glasses. This 
for a moment was very uncomfortable. For, 
as though he has just put them on, he scruti­
nizes me. I do not know what these Ameri­
cans are always thinking about the perfectly 
honorable French mind; or, if so, what for.
“Monsieur,” I said, “it is the clock, you see; 
through here.”
I have a door with very fine plush curtains 
of a more or less red color, with the silk cords 
to hold them away as one passes. There is 
also very fine carpet, more or less worn but 
very soft to the feet and very slippery, if the 
shoes are new in especial. But the American, 
of course, wears soles of rubber; and so he 
cannot enjoy this. However, he can feel my 
plush curtain against the head as he goes 
under, for he is more or less taller than I. 
He had, as I remembrance, blond hairs very 
fine. Very soft. And when one goes under 
the door with the curtain, there is on the 
other side a window in the ceiling, and in 
this light the hair is very fine indeed. Like 
silver. This was a most beautiful boy. Also, 
very good hands, more or less thin. I was 
thinking that it would make pleasure to my 
wife to see him. For which I had pleasure 
that he came up the steps, for I desired him 
to her to show. He slid the fingers all up 
the banister. But this was black iron, very 
delicate but not necessary to polish.
“Genevre,” I say to her in French, for my 
wife has not mastered, as I have it, the 
English. “We are going to sell the bedroom 
clock.” And I regard her more or less stern­
ly, that she may see to be silent.
But this she may not have seen. For, “Ca!” 
she said more or less loud, “mais c’est bien 
vielle.”
This I try not to notice, and hurry into 
the bedroom and shake at the pillows and 
smooth the coverture and blow the seed off 
the table about the bird cages. This leaves 
little thinner spots in the dust. My wife is
very fine cook only.-----But an excellent
cook.
“Now, monsieur,” I call to him. “It is in 
here. Come. Come in here.” And he and 
my wife stand in the door between this room 
and the kitchen. My wife has folded the 
arms under her apron. Of this clock she is 
very fond. The American boy seems to feel 
this.
“How old is the clock, monsieur?” he asks, 
but very politely.
“Old, monsieur?” I say. “This clock? Trois, 
quatre—three—four years, more or less.”
My wife shrugs the shoulders, making a
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noise through the nose. But then she leaves 
the room with the arms still folded.
The boy stands back as she leaves the door. 
Then again he comes into the room.
“Monsieur,” he says very politely. “I should 
not wish to take from your wife this clock.”
“Listen! monsieur,” I say, very excited. I 
pretend to not have heard. “It is noon less 
only a moment. In a moment he will cuck, 
monsieur.” So for a moment we keep silence, 
and the birds in the cages hold on to the bars 
of the cages and sharpen the bills thereon, but 
very quietly. The boy wiggles the foot at 
the angle, and I stand beneath a slant in the 
I ceiling, between the wall and the bed, and 
touch together the fingertips.
The bird comes out twelve times when the 
* hands are right, the first time with a cuck. 
This is a most charming bird, carved very 
delicately.
“You see, monsieur!” I say. “Is it not what 
I tell you? Switzerland is the Mecca of the 
tourists. And you see. Here you find ex­
actly what you desire, hm? The Mecca of 
the tourists!” I open the arms wide to show 
how sincere.
“And of the merchants,” he says—sweet 
like a dog that bites one.
This I had not expected. This I had not at 
all expected. Not of this beautiful boy, in 
especial.
I said: “Monsieur, this I had not at all ex­
pected ----- .”
He lowered the head and regarded the foot 
which wiggled at the angle. But he smiled 
at the very corners of the mouth—which was, 
I think, more or less inconsiderate. “How 
much is it, monsieur?” he then said.
I did not know what to say. I had not 
expected, and he had crushed me— at the 
very heart. Such inconsiderate, from such a 
beautiful young boy. I could only shake the 
head.
But I thought, and then I stood up very 
straight and more or less with the head 
against the slope of the ceiling. “No! mon­
sieur,” I responded with dignity. “This 
clock I do not sell for money. This clock 
has slept just over the head for many years—. 
Three, four years, monsieur. For many years 
I hear this clock awaken as the bird in the 
night, monsieur. Of this clock my wife has 
much pleasure. And for money I do not sell
him.” Again, I open the arms. “But this 
clock I will give to you monsieur. As a gift 
to your charming old mother. Perhaps she 
will write to me, and my wife here, from 
America—.”
But the young American seemed not to 
make so much attention. He was wiggling 
the foot again, and watching that.
“Do you desire me to wrap him up, mon­
sieur?” I said at last.
At this he raised the head. He had the 
air of thinking. “I may come by for him to­
morrow, monsieur?” he asked—most sweetly. 
“Perhaps your wife would like to talk to you 
about it?”
“Not at all, monsieur,” I said. “What could 
she possibly say? She will be pleased, mon­
sieur, that you shall like it—and accept this 
one small gift—.”
“I would like to give her at least a day,” 
he said. So I showed him downstairs and we 
bowed to the door.
My wife had a great deal to say. Many 
things caused her trouble. She did not like 
that the clock was so old and would possibly 
not run a great deal more long without clean­
ing, which might destroy the special effect of 
the cuck, and that I should give it to a so 
charming boy in such condition, and probably 
worse when the condition was repaired—this 
caused her much trouble. Also, she herself 
liked very much this clock. Also, she did 
not desire to give it away.
However, I let the clock run down, and took 
it from the wall and wrapped it very well and 
handsomely. And the next morning the boy 
came and with many gratitudes accepted it. 
Still the wife had a great deal of trouble, 
even in bed, until I decided to indulge to her 
that I had not included the key. This made 
her a little comfort, though she had trouble 
then particularly about the charming boy and 
how the clock was so old and possible would 
need cleaning. However, soon she slept and 
in the morning the boy returned, to demand 
the key. He would not come in from the top 
of the stair.
This I gave him after more or less search­
ing, pretending to have lost it. It was neces­
sary to untape it from the bottom of the 
dresser. After a while I came again to the 
door, holding to him the key.
“How much do you want?” he said.
I told him a more or less fair price for a
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clock of some three or four years, and this he 
paid very readily and not at all impolite, 
even smiling. I think he was pleased any­
way at the clock. For it was really more or 
less charming. Hand carved.
This was, I think, a very charming Amer­
ican boy. Often my wife and I miss this 
clock, but we think how much pleasure we 
make his old mother. Also, I admire this 
boy, to have thought of this mother so far 
from home. One sleeps more or less well 
without to have the bird awakening in the 
night; so that my health is improved. I 
bought with the money a little necessary 
commodities ,and some excellent table wine, 
which is good for the blood.
The Cat . . .
(Continued from Page 5)
and in the parlor. I looked under all the chairs 
and the sofa and even behind all the pictures 
of all my aunts and cousins on the piano. I 
can’t play the piano but I will be able to 
when I get in the third grade. My cat wasn’t 
in the house or yard and I asked Mommy 
where she was and Mommy said that my 
kitten wasn’t a kitten anymore but was a 
grown up and was probably out in the fields 
with other cats or maybe just by herself.
I walked outside but I didn’t bang the 
screen door because I forgot. If my kitten 
was a grown up then she wasn’t a kitten any 
more but was a .grown up like Mommy. May­
be my kitten because she was a grown up 
like Mommy was out buying kittens be­
cause my kitten isn’t a dog and doesn’t 
and my kitten is like Mommy who isn’t a dog 
and doesn’t.
I went to the field behind our house and 
walked through the grass looking for my 
kitten. I wanted my kitten because I wanted 
to talk to her because she isn’t a dog and 
doesn’t, she is like Mommy who doesn’t.
I remembered last night when Daddy came 
home and kissed Mommy who isn’t like a 
dog, and all of a sudden I felt warm and 
my eyes hurt. I started running but I cried 
anyway. I was crying loudly and I sat down
in the grass which was brown and tall, it 
came way up to my eyes when I sat down. I 
wanted my kitten because she is a grown up 
like Mommy and doesn’t. I sat in the tall 
brown grass and rubbed my hot eyes to dry 
them in the wind and started looking for 
my kitten who is Mommy. I wanted to hold I 
her and kiss her fur and talk to her because I 
she is Mommy. I started to run again but I I 
stopped and just walked, looking for my kit- I 
ten who was somewhere in the field of tall 
grass. I would hold my kitten because Mom­
my didn’t and my kitten didn’t and my kitten 
is Mommy who I don’t want to do it. I was 
bought.
I heard my kitten screaming in the tall 
brown grass and I started running to where j 
she was because she was screaming and 
screaming and I fell but got up, my eyes 
stinging and ran to where my kitten was 
screaming. But when I got there I stopped 
quick because there was a bigger cat, bigger 
than my kitten, and my kitten was screaming 
and they were fighting but not fighting be­
cause it was like the dogs and my kitten was 
screaming and I kicked the big cat until it ] 
stopped and then I picked up my kitten who 
kept screaming and she started fighting to 
get away from me. She scratched my hands 
and kept screaming and the big cat just stood 
there looking at her and my kitten kept 1 
screaming and scratching my arm to get 
away. She bit me and I dropped her and she 
ran over to where the big cat was and they 
started again but I kicked the big cat again 
and picked up my kitten who was screaming 
and scratching and I held her tight to me 
and ran home with my eyes hot and my side 
hurting because I was running and crying 
against the wind. I took my kitten into our 
back yard by the wood pile and rain barrels 
and my kitten kept scratching but she wasn’t 
screaming anymore. I couldn’t hold my kit­
ten because she was scratching so I found a 
piece of cord and tied her legs to a rock so 
she wouldn’t run away back to the big cat 
in the field because she was my kitten who 
didn’t because Mommy didn’t but she kept 
trying to get away, fighting and trying to 
go back to the big cat—I couldn’t let her be­
cause she was Mommy who didn’t—I picked 
her up and the rock up and dropped them into 
the rain barrel and put the cover on, the 
cover with the holes in it so my kitten who 
doesn’t could get air.
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The Grand Inquisitor . . .
(Continued from Page 9)
of the crowd builds up again and the 
people mill about spilling over into the 
side streets to blend back into their 
everyday life.
(CHORUS enters singing ‘H earsay H eresy.’ 
Christ enters w ith  chorus bu t does not sing.)
HEARSAY HERESY
Hearsay heresy;
I think we’ve burned a heretic. 
Hearsay heresy;
I think we’ve burned a heretic. 
Here they say heresy,
You have burned a heretic.
There they say heresay,
You think you’ve burned a heretic, 
the stink will tell 
a sour well 
and as for those,
we’ll use our nose.
Oh, hearsay heresy;
I think we’ve burned a heretic. 
Hearsay heresy;
I think we’ve burned a heretic.
(the song dies out as the  CHORUS mills around 
and over near the  BEGGAR w ho suddenly 
cries:)
BEGG: Light! I see light! Light! Light! 
I see light! It is He! He is come! Oh, 
Lord we have waited so long as little 
children these thousand years. Thou re­
placed Hope with a Promise and we 
waited. And n o w  Thou art come.  
People it is He! He is come! We are 
freed! Oh, Lord, that I could see . . . (he 
sees) Oh, life as a winter tree that is 
all at once filled with waxwings; flutter­
ing, singing, living leaves; a myriad of 
life and song. I see! I see!
(GRAN INQ and two GUARDS en ter from  
C athedral and w atch from  top step)
CHORUS: (kneeling) Oh, Lord we have
waited. We are freed! (repeat in chant)
(GRAN INQ motions GUARDS to take CHRIST 
away into the C athedral. Then starts a L atin  
chant. The CHORUS picks it up, rise and 
exit singing.)
(The GRAN INQ rem ains alone on the top step 
a moment, tu rns and opens door of cathedral 
(curtain) quickly. This reveals a cell scene 
w ith  CHRIST and GUARDS. GRAN INQ dis­
misses GUARDS who exit in  back.)
GR I: So you! It is Thou. Finally! Thou
hast returned to cheat us out of our
heritage. Thou hast come as Thou hast 
promised. But Thou hast come not as 
a conquering King to lift the burden of 
the people from us. No Thou hast come 
as before: a meek pacifist; not to lead 
the people but just to lead them on 
with a promise. What hast Thou done 
for them? Thou wilst not answer? Thou 
hast set an example that has fettered 
them with the chains of a free soul, 
burdened them with an impossible image: 
to ride upon an ass and to die as a thief. 
How hard it was for us to free these poor 
people, to take their burden of freedom 
upon our backs so that they might know 
happiness. We gave them the bread that 
Thou hast refused, became the lords of 
those kingdoms Thou hast spurned, cast 
ourselves down by burning each other in 
glory at the stake to prove our invinci­
bility, took their freedom to our bosom 
that they might be free from it. Then 
petty problems, cares and their total 
sins WE forgive and in so doing, take 
them as a burden upon ourselves.
And now Thou hast returned. Thou 
wilst give to them the freedom again, 
burst their dam of security and in so 
doing damning them in this world again. 
They are weak, therefore they sin. Thou 
has left thy power in freedom and scat­
tered it among the people. Wasted. Un­
used. We gathered it up again and have 
used it again. Wilst Thou scatter it 
again? Thou hast come too late. Thou 
has waited too long to return. We have 
had the power too long for Thee to scat­
ter it again. We will not give it up unto 
Thee. The first responsibility of having 
power is keeping it. When Thou hadst 
power Thou didst give it to mankind by 
letting it dribble into the hands of each 
animal-man. But it came back to de­
stroy Thee. And again it will destroy 
Thee, for those peope out there in that 
square, those people Thou hast come to 
redeem will burn Thee if I but give a 
sign. They will burn thee every day 
these thousand years. And each time 
they will spit upon Thy ashes and go 
away singing clever songs mocking Thee. 
And now Thou hast come to destroy our 
work of these thousand years. Would 
that I could have Thee burnt here and 
now in this cell. But no, no, that was 
last time. Go! Go! And never return.
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We do not need Thee here. Go back 
and stay where Thou dost belong. 
(CHRIST rises, crosses to GR INQ and kisses 
him  on the forehead. A t th is point ALYOSHA 
breaks in, rushes up to CHRIST and falls to 
his knees.)
ALYO: Wait! Wait! Stay! It is all wrong. 
Dost Thou not see? He does not under­
stand; that is all; he just does not under­
stand.
(Ju st as CHRIST is about to p u t his hand  upon 
A lyosha’s shoulder, IVAN comes up behind and 
puts his hand  there  instead.)
IVAN: Alyosha, Alyosha, so passionate? 
’Tis only a fantasy, just a fantasy (cell 
disappears when ALYOSHA turns to 
IVAN). It is only the madness of an 
idle madman who could never write 
two lines of poetry. That is all and 
nothing more.
ALYO: But you are really mad. Do you 
not see? Your poem is in praise of 
Jesus not in blame of Him . . . nor the 
Grand Inquisitor . . . nor even the 
people. You have praised them all . . .
IVAN: Alyosha, how hot you are. It is not 
important now.
ALYO: But it is important. You speak of 
blindness and blindness not like that 
beggar . . . (sees BEGGAR is gone).
IVAN: It is not important now, Alyosha, I 
must go to Siberia and to go I must part.
ALYO: But what is to become of my 
brother? What about your Autumns, 
the little red and yellow pieces that fall 
to clutter up the ground? What of your 
life?
IVAN: There are Autumns everywhere 
cluttering up the whole earth, Alyosha. 
It has been said . that so the year 
passes into many yesterdays, and winter 
comes again, as it needs no sage to tell 
us. I feel the coming of my winter 
early, Alyosha. Like the seasons a 
life can be lived most anywhere. I go, 
run perhaps, but I run to find a place 
in which to wait. For my Autumn is 
come upon me.
(The CHORUS enters as ALYOSHA em ­
braces IVAN and kisses him  ju st like CHRIST 
kissed the  GRAN INQ. The CHORUS takes 
ALYOSHA off stage as they ta lk  quietly 
among them selves.)
IVAN: (remaining on stage, shouts to
ALYOSHA:) Thief! That’s plagiarism! 
You stole that from my poem!




Walking along the darkening streets, 
With head bowed and feet slapping, 
With the sound of the rain falling 
To the cold, damp ground . . .
The streets are empty; yet covered 
With gray, steaming mists.











(Continued from Page 12)
“Cool—cool—cool,” chanted the faithful, and 
I like the idiot child of the village madwoman 
wanted to be drowned in the cool, cool, cool 
picture. Shadow and light filtered through 
the picture.
Once. Once, once when I was younger . . . 
a child I was, I remember, I played beside our 
big old white house on hot days. I remember 
I played in the shade of vine leaves, giant 
vine leaves that patterned and transformed 
everything about me into something fine, 
personal and private. And I thought that it 
was long ago and far away, in a different 
clime, a different place—days when I had 
another face, another name. The Innocent, 
they called me. They? They, whoever they 
are, called me Innocent instead of naive.
“Ships pass in the night,” Long Legs said 
with a bristle; “like people pass one another 
—only showing a silent light of recognition. 
I’m going to paint like that. I’m going to 
paint people like ships. Wild, strange fres­
coes.”
I have my own frescoes, I thought; the 
walls of my mind are spattered with the blood 
and viscera of a thousand dreams— Painted 
there by God knows how many hands. And 
God knows how many times I have tried to 
exercise them.
Numbly, dumbly I watched Long Legs 
crush a beer can and pretend to eat it.
I have loved, I thought. A redhaired girl 
in the corner moved out to dance to the music. 
I watched her hopelessly. How does one just 
get up and walk over to the most beautiful 
redhead in the world and tell her that he has 
loved and make it a question, a request, a be­
seeching?
I have loved in the great, vine shadows be­
side the giant, white house where the earth 
' was cool and smelled like willows down by 
the pond. I have loved I thought. In a 
hotel room above the clarinet sound and 
clatter of traffic in New York City I have 
loved. Additionally, I have read Lionel 
Trilling.
‘The world has lost its tragic vision,” Long 
Legs proclaimed; and Pete nodded.
I made love with another red haired girl
in that hotel, and then went home to find my 
roommate in the white bathtub; the cold 
water all red veined with blood because he 
cut himself open to let all his life flow out. 
And I wanted very much to go home again 
and be under my father’s roof again—Where 
I could always hear the vine leaves rustle and 
put my head in my mother’s lap. I have 
heard about a psychiatrist who worked with 
disturbed children. Did marvelous work. 
He gave them color crayons. I wish they, 
whoever they are, would give me crayons. 
“I think I’ll write a history of all suicides I 
have known,” I told no one in particular. 
Long Legs nodded, nodded wisely — He 
nodded in and out of my vision like vine 
leaves on a summer day when the sky was 
so hot; it seemed to have no color. He said 
something; but I didn’t listen—at least, hear. 
I heard by father say, “We all dream. Dream 
right into reality. We carry our dreams with 
us, and these dreams preserve us until we 
meet someone else who has similar dreams.” 
Then I thought I should write and ask where 
do I stop and wait to meet someone else who 
has similar dreams.
New York? Los Angeles? Points in be­
tween: Pittsburgh, Louisville, Nashville,
Memphis, New Orleans, Sante Fe? In which 
city, in which county or state? I have stood 
on street corners between here and there; 
and I have been the drowning face none of 
them have stopped to save and ask if we could 
share a dream or two. In Pittsburgh I worked 
for the ADA and knew a girl who had red 
hair down to her shoulders, but she painted 
her finger nails blue and soldered statues at 
night when we weren’t making love. In 
Memphis, there was a fifty year plus red­
head who staged Sophocles as if he were Ten­
nessee Williams, and let me design sets that 
featured mobiles. And then later, I carried 
a spear in an opera in New Orleans and drank 
so much so often with a redhaired bar maid 
that there wasn’t an alley on my way home 
I hadn’t used for one purpose or another. 
There have been many stops across the coun­
try, and in every one of them I have been 
Lolita and Humbert all by myself. And I 
have loved, I thought, frantically and desper­
ately until I couldn’t stand and my body 
ached from my loving. Who knows, I
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wanted to ask, what frescoes underline my 
vision.
Long Legs and Pete were both stretched 
out on the floor looking at me expectantly, 
smiling. I looked back down at the picture 
in my hands. “So,” I asked.
“So,” they answered.
“We could all go see a psychiatrist,” I sug­
gested; and they laughed. “Yeah, and we 
could go to Carmel for the weekend,” they 
told me. I thought for a second about going 
to Carmel, but what after that? The Pa­
cific? Noa—Noa, I’m Gauguin. Just give 
me some color crayons and I’ll do fifty red- 
haired natives in a week. Or I could go 
home and put my head in my mother’s lap 
and try to be nine years old again. But cer­
tainly there was no one in this room who 
was going to offer me any dreams. The 
thing to do, obviously, was to get up and go. 
I looked a reluctant farewell at the picture, 
all blue and white. It would be easy to get 
up, close the door between me and the music. 
Just get up and go.
Quietly, easily close the door behind me.
The moon is fine, personal and private to­
night.
Stars wrinkle their light about themselves 
to keep warm.
I felt loss only for a moment. I dreamed of 
a long, curving road up a hill to my house.
I could paint there. I could paint the por­
trait of a young redhaired girl I went to 
school with . . . walking with me on a hot 
dry afternoon to the place—A fine, personal 
private place where the leaves flickered as 
they touched, as the wind touched them and 
touched us, and we touched . . . All vivid be­
neath a sky that was so clear, and hot it 
had no color.
Handing me a cold beer, Long Legs asked 
me something. He saw I was with it. He 
repeated had I heard about the plastic sur­
geon who hung himself. Everyone laughed; 
said I wasn’t with it. They held me; Long 
Legs devoured me in a glint of his black, 
shining eyes. I dropped the picture and 
gave myself to them and the party, but not 
before I waited to see if the palm leaves 
would sway and meet like the vine leaves 
of long ago.
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abiding hatred for the bottom crust 
of rye bread. There is no particular 
reason for making this point, except 
that whenever I think of Fort 
Lauderdale, I think of rye bread. 
There is no particular reason for that 
either, but I have been thinking of 
Fort Lauderdale. Fort Lauderdale is 
“where the boys are.” Right now, 
that is. Most of the time, serenity 
reigns in Fort Lauderdale. (The 
Chamber of Commerce will hate me; 
they say it. never rains in Fort 
Lauderdale.) But,' for two weeks, 
twenty thousand collegians descend 
on this peaceful community and take 
it apart, peace by peace. They call 
it Spring Vacation, but it’s more like 
amateur night at Cape Canaveral. 
They capture Florida and throw the 
Keys away. But I shouldn’t joke— 
not while people are holding mass 
prayer meetings for an early hurri­
cane season.
This is “where the boys are.” And 
girls, too. Such girls, it makes you 
dizzy to look at them. If you look long 
enough, you reach an advanced 
stage of dizziness called aphro- 
dizzier. It’s like being in love. That’s 
what happened to me, and it will 
happen to you, too. Everywhere you 
turn — beaches full of them, motels 
and hotels full of them, cars full of 
them, pools full of them, bathing 
suits full of them. Ah, bathing suits 
. . . when the man said, “It’s the 
little things in life that count,” he 
must have been thinking of bathing 
suits. But mostly, it’s the girls.
Girls in love, girls in trouble, bright 
girls with a future, not-so-bright 
girls with a past, rich girls in the lap 
of luxury, poor girls in any lap 
that’ll have them, girls of every size 
and discretion. It isn’t any wonder 
that this is “where the boys are.” 
And the things that happen are 
wacky and wild and wicked and 
warmly wonderful “where the boys 
are.” Someone should make a movie 
about it. Hey, someone did! M-G-M 
calls it “Where The Boys Are,” 
starring Dolores Hart, George Hamil­
ton, Yvette Mimieux, Jim Hutton, 
Barbara Nichols, Paula Prentiss, with 
Frank Gorshin and introducing popu­
lar recording star Connie Francis 
in her first screen role. You’ll ST ~
want to see all the things 




“WHERE THE BOYS ARE 
A Euterpe production 
in CinemaScope and 
METROCOLOR.
Screenplay by George Wells, 
based on the novel by 
Glendon Swarthout.
Directed by Henry Levin. 
Produced by Joe Pasternak.
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